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of the situation? when would the Chinese attack? what
would be the outcome of the war? And received the usual
answers—polite, optimistic, vague. The General told us
one interesting detail, however. It seems that the Japanese
forces opposite Tung-kwan are very small and therefore
obliged to do a good deal of bluffing. They move trucks
up and down the bank, creating an appearance of great
activity—but the trucks are full of stones. There are also
wooden figures set up to represent soldiers. The General
laughed as this was translated to us, with the chuckling,
indulgent air of placid superiority which the Chinese so
often assume when the Japanese are spoken of.
We asked Mr. Liu to transmit to the General our re-
quest for seats in a lorry to Cheng-tu. The General merely
smiled and passed this off with a compliment: Mr. Liu
was to tell us how greatly he admired our spirit in under-
taking this adventurous journey. But Mr. Liu himself,
when we talked to him alone later, seemed more helpful.
He promised to let us have definite news in a day or two.
Our dealings with the military on the Sii-chow front
have accustomed us to being saluted: it is a form of vanity
which grows on you very quickly. Indeed, I am now quite
piqued when soldiers don't salute. Today, for instance, I
found myself glaring at a young sentry who was lolling
against the barrack-gates, so ferociously that, after two
or three seconds, he sprang guiltily to attention and pre-
sented arms.
We both hope that the transport problem will soon be
settled. Life in this hotel is alarmingly expensive, and its
comforts are making us daily less inclined to return to the
tiresome little hardships of our journey. The food here is
pretentious, dull, and bad. Every day there is chicken,
and every day there is pork. There are also eggs and ham.
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